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THE ALDINE. 



TRIBUTE. 
(J. R. T.) 

Let vain lament no more be heard, 
That shames our loss 1 It is by deed 

The likest his, and not by word. 
That we may yield him fittest meed ; 

To emulate his duty done. 

Were purer praise than song or stone. 

The filial debt paid o'er and o'er — 

The brother's gentle tenderness, 
Which knew no languishment of store — 

The soul's unselfish power to bless — 
The lofty purpose never spumed — 
AU these of grace we might have learned 

While he was with us ! He is gone. 

And it behooves each tearful friend 
To water seed his faith has sown. 

And firom it grafted fragrance send. 
Up in a shaft that beauty wears. 
Of praise beyond what marble bears. 

Yet, meed of marble praises, too, 

If it reflect the lifted aim — 
And praiseful as perennial dew, 

The song that of its theme may claim 
To help one drooping wing to rise 
^ And reach his haven in the skies ! 

— Mary B. Dodge. 
» 

"AND HE SHALL BE THY MASTER." 
. From thTderman. 

" Has my niece finished her toilet ? " asked the 
widowed Landrathin von Herbeck of the servant. 
Who entered the room with an armful of shawls and 
fur wraps. 

" The fraulein will be down directly, my lady." 

" Then you may bring in the tea ; a good hot cup 
will not come amiss before a ride across the country 
with the thermometer at zero." 

The girl left the room, and the Landrathin con- 
tinued her promenade through the handsomely fur- 
nished apartment. 

Frau von Herbeck was perhaps fifty years, or more, 
with a stately figure, and a pleasant, kindly face ; she 
was robed in a heavy, trailing silk, that fell, in grace- 
ful folds to the carpet ; a black lace mantle hung 
over a tall, carved oaken chair; upon the crimson 
velvet cushion lay a dainty handkerchief and amber- 
colored gloves, while from an open cap-box peeped 
a miracle of rare lace and white ribbon. Everything 

seemed in readiness for the departure to L , 

where they meant to attend the Sylvester ball. 

" If Emmy would only not trifle with her happi- 
•ness!" was the lady's mental exclamation. "I fear 
she will never find another admirer like L5bau. But 
what is the use of talking reasonably to an eighteen- 
year old spoiled child? Emmy is lovely — lovelier 
even than her mother, my poor sister. In a few years; 
perhaps, she will grow out of the willfulness which 
the gentlemeri now seem to think irresistible, and 
see the folly of her jiast heedlessness. But would 
the -host of suitors not diminish should I be taken 
from her?" ' 

..Tfe^ Landrathin had been left a widow three years 
before, with but a life interest in her husband's es- 
tate, which, in the event of her decease, passed to 
her husband's next of kin, his cousin, Herr Victor 
von Herbeck. 

Emmy's father, Captain von Rohr, had died in her 
early childhood — her mother surviving him but a 
few years. Her aunt undertook the education of the 
little orphan, and since her confirmation she had 
lived at Birkenwald, her aunt's estate. 

" Immer mit leichtem' Sinn 
Tanzen durch's Leben hin — " 

sang— no, trilled like the lark — a silvery voice in 
the corridor, and the next instant a lovely young 
girl danced into the room.and threw her arms around 
the old lady. 

" Emmy, my love, you will crush your dress arid 
the roses ! " expostulated her aunt. 

" Hum, auntie, if the dress and roses are going to 
prevent my kissing you, then I shall fling them off 
instantly. Please pardon me for keeping you waiting 
so long, but my curls would not stay in place — the 
more I smoothed, the more they 'kinked;' but I 
conquered at last ; and now I look just like the good 
little Sunday-school girl in our almanac. And I mean 
to be quite prim this evening ; for we are going to 
begin the glad new year— who knows what it will 
bring forth ? " 

For a moment she gazed dreamily, almost wistfully, 
at the firelight ; then a happy smile rippled over her 



face, as she drew the Landrathin 's hand to her lips, 
and exclaimed, in a loving tone :' 

" Let the coming year bring what it will, I will be 
content so long as the love of my dearest, best auntie, 
is mine ! " 

Frau von Herbeck tenderly stroked the blooming 
cheeks. 

" Emmy, you love me so much, and yet you will 
not grant what I most earnestly desire." 

With a mischievous glance upward, as her face 
flushed slightly, Emmy asked, in a significant voice : 

" Ldbau ? Have not I guessed correctly ? " 

" Yes. Why do you treat him so shabbily — so un- 
amiably ? Is he not a very respectable gentleman ? " 

"Respectable! auntie, dear; that sounds so old and 
cold. How could you expect ^respectable" — with a 
comical moui as she emphasized the word — " gentle- 
man to interest me? And Brutus is a respectable 
man " — she added, playfully. 

" Well, well, you little rogue, then let us drop the 
word ; although the eight-and-twenty year old gen- 
tleman deserves it in its fullest measure. Now, con- 
fess ! Is not Herr von LSbau a witty, agreeable and 
exceedingly handsome man ? " 

" Ye-e-s, he is all that — -but he is entirely too — 
too obsequious. I can't exactly — " 

Here Katharina brought the tea. Emmy carefully 
prepared a cup for her aunt ; and, drawing the little 
table to her sofa, began again as the maid left the 
room : 

"You see, tautchen, I can't exactly explain just 
what I mean; but I don't think anybody but a sort 
of a tyrant could impress me very favorably — one 
who would be able to awe me. Should I ever marry, 
it must not be said — 'That is the husband of Frau 
von LSbau ' — no, indeed ! My husband must be able 
to make everybody revere him — particularly me. 
Now Herr Lobau is pleased at everything I say, or 
do ; he laughs at my silliness, and ' is ridiculously 
indulgent. Not long ago, when our society met at 
Restorf's, when we were dancing, I said to him, 
' The heat is positively unbearable in this room ; I 
wish they would pass lemonade around.' 

" ' Fraulein,' he said, instantly, ' a glass of lemon- 
ade shall be at your service immediately ; ' and, hur- 
rying away, he returned soon after, accompanied by 
a servant bearing a goblet of lemonade. 

" 'Ugh ! ' I said, as I tasted it, 'this is only com- 
mon lemonade.' 

• " ' Did you want some other kind ? ' he said, po- 
litely. . 

" ' I prefer that made with raspberry syrup, Herr 
von L8bau,' I said, coolly. 

" ' I'm sorry you did not say so at first — ' 

" ' I said raspberrijade, Herr von Lobau,' I inter- 
rupted, crushingly. 

" ' Oh, if you insist that you said so, then I must 
have misunderstood you. I will procure the desired 
beverage in a moment.' i- 

" Now, tautchen; was not that ridiculous ? Do- 
you know what I would have done in his place ? " 
She stepped back several paces, drew down her 
brows, and, in the harshest tones her voice could 
command, said : " ' You little nuisance,' I should have 
said, with freezing dignity, ' do you, for an instant, 
imagine I will put up with your impertinence ? If, 
instead of thanking for the lemonade, you mean to 
try to impose your nonsense on me, you are mistaken 
in the person, and I'd advise you to choose some- 
body else to run your errands in future — I certainly 
shall not do it ! '" : . 

As she thundered the last words in a ludicrous 
bass voice, the Landrathin cried, laughingly : 

" Enough, Emmy ; cease your dramatic eloquence, 
and drink your tea ; it js time to start." 

She rang the bell and ordered the carriage. 

" Tautchen," began the young girl once more, 
" please let me finish what I wanted to say. I don't 
think it so very strange that the savages who beat 
their wives are loved the more they use the rod. 
Rest assured, chere auntie, that only a Bluebeard or 
a second Nero will be your future son-in-law" — her 
voice sank to a loving murmur, as she added, " for 
you are, in deed and truth, my second mother." 

Frau von Herbeck kissed the upturned face. 

" God grant, my sweet one, that all may end well ! 
Your future troubles me often enough." 

" The carriage is ready ! " announced the servant, 
and they hastily donned their wraps. Emmy envel- 
oped herself in a shaggy fur paletot, and tied a fleecy 
woolen comforter around her ears. 

" Your paletot is so loose, Emmy, the cold air will 
circulate too freely around you." 



"Then I'll wrap this red shawl around me, and 
look like a Russian in his caftan." 

The traveling costumes completed, they descended 
to the carriage, where, after being warmly packed in 
the mountainous fur robes, they rolled oflf over the 
frozen earth. 

The boundaries of Von Birkenwald were soon left 
behind, and the manor-house of Charlottenhof, the 
residence of Assessor von LSbau, appeared a dark, 
compact mass through the darkness. 

Notwithstanding her ridicule of Herr von LSbau, 
Emmy bent her head forward and flattened her little 
nose against the pane, as she peered through the 
darkness at the grim-looking edifice, from which a 
solitary light glimmered in the ground floor. , 

" Herr von LSbau has already gone to L ." 

Receiving no answer from her aunt, who was in- 
visible among her vails and robes, she retreated to 
her corner again and dreamed of the numberless 
joys this Sylvester ball had in store for her. 

Assessor Otto von LSbau, who was regarded with 
respectful admiration by his friends, was generally 
thought a very tractable, indulgent man by strangers. 
He judged leniently, but earnestly ; was steadfast 
and just in what he considered right and his duty, 
but woe to him who misjudged the mildness and 
courteousness of his manner and ventured too far ! 
One of the bravadoes at the university — a noted 
duelist, and feared accordingly — still bore the scar 
of a blow LSbau's powerful arm had dealt for an in- 
civility. Three years before, when LSbau was pre- 
paring for a judicial examination, he unexpectedly 
fell heir to the magnificent estate of Charlottenhof. 
It was confidently expected that he would rest from 
the worry and labor of public life, and retire to his 
estate ; but they erred. He decided to complete the 
studies he had undertaken with honor, and only 
when he had passed a most satisfactory examination, 
which was brilliant and successful in the extreme, 
did he retire, at the close of the summer, to his 
domain. 

At their first meeting Emmy had made a deep im- 
pression on his earnest nature. Even her wa)rward- 
ness possessed a certain charm for him, and her 
tender reverence for her aunt left not a doubt as to 
her goodness of heart, notwithstanding her willful, 
almost vexatious conduct. 

Shortly before the Sylvester ball, he determined to 
learn the young girl's feelings regarding him, and, 

with this object in view, he arrived in L almost 

an hour before the time. Entering a booth opposite 
the ball-room, he seated, himself near the window, 
ostensibly interested in the newspaper he held, but 
anxiously watching the carriages depositing their 
burdens opposite. At last the equipage of the 
Landrathin von Herbeck arrived. Emmy lightly 
sprang to the ground and hastily ran up the steps, 
followed more slowly by her stately aunt. Herr von 
LSbau hastened across the street, and also ascended 
the stairway. In the dressing-room Emmy had just 
emerged from her Icelandic costume, when Frau von 
Restorf and her daughter, the Fraulein Laura, en- 
tered the room. The younger ladies greeted each 
other joyfully ; and, as Laura bent over her friend to 
admire the roses in her hair, she whispered, signifi- • 
cahtly : 

" Somebody came up-stairs just as we came in." 

" I don't know what you are talking about," re- 
turned Emmy, carelessly, turning to examine her 
friend's bracelets. 

" You sly puss, you know very well I mean Herr 
von LSbau ; he is not as indifferent to you as you 
wish us to believe." 

" Nonsense ! " exclaimed Emmy, irritably, " he in- 
terests me about as much as ' L'ord Merino ' does 
you." 

"Lord Merino," or, more properly, Isidor Erlanger, 
was the only son of the wealthiest wool manufacturer 
in the province. To complete his business education 
Isidor had spent two years in England, whence he 
returned so completely anglicized that he afiected 
even the speech and manner of a son of Albion, for ', 
which he was dubbed "Lord Merino" by his ac- 
quaintances. 

" I will wager Herr von LSbau dances with you 
first." 

" If I choose to accept him. Laura, you are pos- 
itively tiresome, and if you persist in teasing me, I 
shall not dance with him at all." 

" You must, if he asks you." 

" Must ? Humph, are we girls to consider our- 
selves highly honored when one of the lords of 



